



7T)e7ragec/jofOthdlo 

My Lord 

_Of^. Get you to bed o'che inftant; I will be return’d, forthwith 
eifpatch your Attendanr there,— lookc it be done. Extum, 

E)ef, I will my Lord. 

Em. How goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 

DeP He fues he will rcturne incontinent : 

He hath comm.’ndcd me to gee to bed, 

And bade me todifmiflc you. 

Em. Dirniffjntit? 

JDef. It was his bidding.therefore good EmilUat 
Giuememy nightly wearmg.and adieu, 

V Ve n luft not no w difpkafc him. 

Sm. VVouldyouhadncuerfeenehim, 

Def. So would not I,my loue doth (o approue him, 

That eatn his ftubborneneffe,his checks and frownes, 

(Prethee vnpin me) hauc grace and fauour in them. 

€m^ I hauc laied thofe ihet ts you bad me on the bed. 

JD«. AU’f one,goodfarher; how foolifharcour minds$ 

If I doc die before thee,prethee (hrowd me 
In one of thofe fame (beets. 

Em. Comcjcone.youtalke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cal’d Barbarj, 

She was in loue.and he (he lou’d prou’d mad, 

And did foriakc her, (he had a fong of willow. 

An old thing t’was,but it expreft her fortune. 

And (he died finging it, that fong to night 

V V ill not goe fi ona my mind : 

I haue much to doe ; ^ . 

But to goe ha!)g my head all atone (ide, and (ing it liicepoore 
barj ; prethee difpatch. 

Em. Shall I goe fetch your night-gowne? 

Def. Nojvupinroeheere. 

This Lodouico is a proper man. 

Em, Avery hand foitie mao. 

Def. He fpeakes well. . e . j.«. 

Em. I know a Lady in Venice, would haue walk’d barefooted to 
P^/e/»W,for a touch of bis neither lip. 

DeC. 


the Moore of Venice. 


Derdemona fingu 

•Eke pterefoule fate pghingby a fcamour tree. 


Her hand on her bofome, her head o,n her k^ee^ 

fingxvittow I 

Thefrejh fireames ran by her, and m»rmHr*d her moattU, 
pn£WtSoVo,^iB9W,mSoiv, 

Her felt tearet fell from her, which foftntd the fiones, 

fingVodlow.^c. (Lay by thefe.) 

VtilloVo, Willow. 

(Prethee hie dice, he’lc come anoh.^ 

Sing all a green willow mnp be my garland.- 

Let nobody blame him, his fcorne I affront : 

(Nay, that’s not next ; harke, who’s that knocks^) 

Em. T’isthe windc. 

DeC I called my lone falje, but what Jay d he then? 

Jtng willow, Willow, Willow, 

If I court mo Women, yeute couch with MO men-. 

So, get thee goti.good night, minceyesdoe itch. 

Docs that boade weeping ? 

Em. Tis neither here nor there. ' 

Def I haue heard it faids fo j O thefe men, thefe men ? 

Doft thou in confcicnce thinke (tell me 
That there be women doe abufetheit husbands. 

Infuchgroffe kindes 
Em, There be fomefuch.no qoeftioni' 

Def, Wouldft thou doe fuch a ching,foc all the world? 

Em. Why, would not you? 

Def, Noisy this heauenly light. 

Em. Nor I neither.by this heauenly light, 

I might as well doe it in the darke. 

Def Wouldd thou doc fuc'i a deed, for all the world ? 

Em. The world is a huge thing, it is a great price. 

For a ftnall vice. 

Dtf In troth I thinke thou wouldft not. 

Em, in crocu 1 thinly lihould, and rndo’c when 1 ha^doneic. 

naaty 
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